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POETRY: A Magazine o) Vtrtt 

VOICES 

YOU AND J 

A li'ife speaks: 

We were wild birds soaring 

To reach the sky! 
The gray wind lifted you like a feather — 

1 ceased to fly. 

We were fast streams flowing 

To find the sea! 
The brown earth carved for you a channel, 

But none for me. 

We were young plants growing 

To brave the cold ! 
The gold sun kissed you all the winter — 

1 am old. 

QUERY 

/ Musician speaks: 

How can one sky hold night and da> , 

Sun and snow? 
How can one heart hold love and passion. 

Friend and foe? 

How can one rose hold flower and thorn 
Bloom and death? 



[84] 



Edna Wahlert McCourt 



How can music hold these, and more? — 
Is it God's breath? 

STRANGERS 

A Father speaks: 

You are a bough and 1 am the tree : 
Wh}' are you reaching over the wall ? 
What do you see? 

You are a fawn and I the deer : 

Why do you bound to that farthest hill? 

What do you hear? 

You are a glacier and I am the snow : 
Why do you move across the broad land? 
Where do you go? 
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WHAT GRIEF? 

How can so much joy find rest 
In a tiny feathered breast? 
Or what grief can a bird heart know 
That it speaks to my sorrow so? 

Mabel Cornelia Matson 
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